Marking text directions for section |:

|. Number paragraphs 1-5

2. Circle unknown vocabulary

l.
2. What about the pink highlighted section? Why is Daisy sad?

He had passed visibly through two states and was entering upon a
third. After his embarrassment and his unreasoning joy he was consumed
with wonder at her presence. He had been full of the idea so long, dreamed
it right through to the end, waited with his teeth set, so to speak, at an
inconceivable pitch of intensity. Now, in the reaction, he was running
down like an overwound clock.

Recovering himself in a minute he opened for us two hulking patent
cabinets which held his massed suits and dressing-gowns and ties, and his
shirts, piled like bricks in stacks a dozen high.

“I've got a man in England who buys me clothes. He sends over a
selection of things at the beginning of each season, spring and fall.”

He took out a pile of shirts and began throwing them, one by one,
before us, shirts of sheer linen and thick silk and fine flannel, which lost
their folds as they fell and covered the table in many-colored disarray.
While we admired he brought more and the soft rich heap mounted higher
— shirts with stripes and scrolls and plaids in coral and apple-green and
lavender and faint orange, and monograms of Indian blue. Suddenly, with
a strained sound, Daisy bent her head into the shirts and began to cry
stormily.

“They’re such beautiful shirts,” she sobbed, her voice muffled in the
thick folds. “It makes me sad because I've never seen such — such
beautiful shirts before.”

What is going on in the blue highlighted section in paragraph 1?



Marking text directions for section 2:

|. Number paragraphs 1-3

2. Circle unknown vocabulary

3. Highlight parts where you learn something about any of the three main characters.

As I went over to say good-by I saw that the expression of bewilderment
had come back into Gatsby’s face, as though a faint doubt had occurred to
him as to the quality of his present happiness. Almost five years! There
must have been moments even that afternoon when Daisy tumbled short
of his dreams — not through her own fault, but because of the colossal
vitality of his illusion. It had gone beyond her, beyond everything. He had
thrown himself into it with a creative passion, adding to it all the time,
decking it out with every bright feather that drifted his way. No amount of
fire or freshness can challenge what a man will store up in his ghostly
heart.

As I watched him he adjusted himself a little, visibly. His hand took
hold of hers, and as she said something low in his ear he turned toward her
with a rush of emotion. I think that voice held him most, with its
fluctuating, feverish warmth, because it couldn’t be over-dreamed — that
voice was a deathless song.

They had forgotten me, but Daisy glanced up and held out her hand;
Gatsby didn’t know me now at all. I looked once more at them and they
looked back at me, remotely, possessed by intense life. Then I went out of
the room and down the marble steps into the rain, leaving them there
together.

What did you learn about each character in this short section? Use
textual evidence to support your answer. (|-2 paragraphs)



